'Josef Vadassy."

'Mine's Warren Skelton. This is my sister Mary.5
But I barely heard him. Slung across Herr VogeFs
plump back was a camera, and I was trying to recollect
where I had seen another one like it. Then I remembered.
It was a box-type Voigtlandet.

On very warm nights, dinner at the Reserve was
served on the terrace. A striped awning was put up for
the purpose and illumination was provided by candles on
the tables. It looked very gay when they were all alight.

I had made up my mind to be the first on the terrace
that evening. For one thing, I was hungry. For another,
I wanted to inspect my fellow guests one at a time. Three
of them, however, were already in their places when I
arrived.

One of them, a man sitting alone, was* placed behind
me so that I could not see him except by turning right
round in my chair. I took in as much as possible of his
appearance as I walked to my table.

The candle on his table and the fact that he was bend-
ing forward over his plate prevented my seeing much of
him except a head of short, greying fair hair brushed
sideways without a parting. He was wearing a white shirt
and a pair of coarse linen trousers of obviously French
manufacture.

I sat down and turned my attention to the other two.

They sat very stiffly, facing one another across their
table, he a narrow-headed man with grizzled brown hair
and a clipped moustache, she an impassive middle-aged
woman with large bones, a sallow complexion, and a head
of neatly dressed white hair. Both had changed for dinner.
She wore a white blouse and black skirt. He had put on

50